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His daughter Gwen was a handsome girl, 
Beloved of a handsome spark 

Who had served the Crown at Germantown, 
And was good for a full-sized lark. 


But his worldly wealth did not come up 
To the strict paternal view, 
So he forged a plan, 

like a desperate man, 
Though it wasn’t so extra new. 


A chaise and pair, and a winding stair— 
You can follow the rest, no doubt. 

And he thought he’d win if the girl was in, 
And——Sir Hogany Topps was out! 
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He glided craftily up the hedge, 


But it wasn’t of much avail— 


A holloa, a crack, 


The cold wind rustled the naked trees 
Of the Findem-an’-Losem Wood, 
And a fox stole out, 

like a cautious tout 
On the watch for “something good.” 


Are out on the varmint’s trail, 
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And old Sir Hogany, cap in hand, With sheriff’s officers out of mind 
And Harry and Dick, his sons, And never a thought for duns. 


So ‘“Forrard! hoic forrard!” and ‘ Ga-arraway on!” 
With the high-road white below. 
‘Here, what’s that chaise at the four cross ways? 


Ware ‘ounds! ‘Old ’ard there! Whoa!” 


But the postboy tickled his horses up, 
And galloped among the pack ; 
When Harry caught sight 

of a profile white, 
And Dick of a brawny back. 


‘Sis and O’Cuttoff!” loud they yelled 
And rattled away in chase. 
| Sir Hogany stopped, 
Sn ee : ie oe and thoughtfully mopped 
| | His head, and his purple face. 
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“ Across the fields to the left,” says he, 
“And over the Deepstead Wath ! 
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A plunge, and in, and a heave, and out ; 


And round by a crumbling mill,— 


The road at last, but the chaise is past, 


And vanishing down the hill! 


‘Now, burn my wig!” Sir Hogany cries, 
‘And the boys ? they aren’t in sight ! 

An’ I’m soaking wet, but we'll stop them yet, 
If we have to go on all night.” 


So hammer and tongs they started off 

And were rapidly gaining ground, 

When a head looked out—a scream! a shout! 
And the wheels went whirling round. 


For half a mile there was nought to choose, 
Then the chaise began to lag, 

Till, “hair by hair,” Sir Hogany’s mare 
Came up with the near-side nag. 
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He seized the boy by the scruff of the neck, 
And jerked him out of his seat ; 
Then handed him on to his henchman, John, 
With advice that I won’t repeat. 


Relieved of the urchin’s three-foot thong, 
The horses stopped at length— 

When a female voice, in no wise choice, 
Gave forth with astounding strength! 


The Master lowered his weighty form, 
And stumped to the carriage door.— 
The screaming came from a portly dame 
Of fifty years or more! 


Then gaily galloping down the road, 


ee Re Another turn-out appeared, 
eC rae ee With the “spark” inside, and his future bride. 
1h ae” ee 
mo eX Wa | And he turned as he passed, and jeered! 
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| Then shortly afterwards came the sons 
ae AY a \ AN ee In the “ Lost and Lonesome” style ; 
Ol BS (ie But they saw from afar, and hailed their Pa 
De at ee With a broad unfilial smile | 


‘“My dear good madam!” Sir Hogany bawled, 

‘“T assure you I meant no harm!” 

But with one fell bound she reached the ground, | 
And fainted off on his arm! : 
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She thought ’twas a few of Dick Turpin’s crew, 


The lady having been put to rights, 


And prepared to be shot or brained ! 


The mistakes were soon explained. 
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Must pay them a lengthy call. 
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And the guilty pair 


Were wed on St Patrick’s Day, 


So home they go. 
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And I hear, begad ! 
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that the ‘‘ furious Dad ” 


Has given the bride away ! 
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SPORTSMAN there was, who, returning one day, 

Full wearily homeward, was stopped on his way 

By a strange looking mortal, with sorrowful mien :— 
“OQ! Signor! I lose a ole bear! ‘ave you seen? 


Ws 


“A what?” said the sportsman, “I don’t understand.” 
‘“O Signor, I am but short time in this land! 
I ‘ad a nice bear which do trick on ’er leg! 
This morning I lose ’im.—O ’elp me, I beg.” 
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The sportsman, much puzzled, proceeded with care 
To question, concerning this talented bear. 

Then quoth :—“ Come along to the Beadle, my man! 
He'll find you your Grizzly if any one can!” 


But ‘‘ Caesar” had met 
with the Beadle before, 
So it seemed, for he gave | 
a wide berth to his door. 
And our friend had forgotten 
the creature’s alarms, 
When he reached the wide door 
of the ‘“ Horsedealer’s Arms.” 
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But the very first question 
ise ’), that greeted him there 
| Z ~~. Was—‘ Good day, sir, an’ ha’ ye 
Pay, ‘ | (A seen owt o’ this bear ?” 
if rue VA While a Wensleydale farmer, 

: ay Loi advanced in his cups, | 
Said :—‘ Ah’s boond ’e’s rived ’eead off 


a score o’ ma toops!” 


Each yeoman that entered 

was armed to the teeth, 
. And a picquet was mounted _ 
Uy : on Skullanbone Heath. 
/ | iif, W773 : 
U7 The lads in the fields came 


hot-foot from their ‘plewin’,” 
Convinced by the row that 
a7] some mischief was Bruzz / 
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Each man who'd a blunderbuss, answered the call ; 
And scores who had no sort of weapon at all. 

One youth, with a musket decrepit and blind, 
Whose bullet so seldom its billet could find. 


‘“Egad!” quoth the sportsman, “ this dancer of jigs 
Is mayhap at this moment inspecting my pigs! ae 

r HO ir 
Go! Get me my pony! I’ve tarried too late— | OTE ALERS | 


D’ye think he’d be able to loup the yard gate ?” 


So followed by valiants a-horse and a-foot, 
Commanded by “’t chemley-swape ” armoured in soot, 
The sportsman advanced, with a resolute air, 

To the gate of his house; but no sign of the bear! 


‘Noo lads!” says the sweep,—‘‘ Reckon-outer the groond, 
An’ think on, if ye kill ’im, rewaard o’ five poond !” 


(i( Rit 


s WAY 


When there burst from the “ Staggarth” a blood-curdling shout,— 
“ A-a-a! Sitha! ’E’s yonder! Coo’ dy there! Loox oot!” 


Away went the sportsman, his gun ready Gocked, 6s ee 
os | 

But not very far, for the gateway was blocked ~ ge ia 
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By an out-coming crowd, who did nothing but yell: 
“Gin yed lit ma git at’um, Ald kill’tm mysel!” 


But a broad-shouldered blacksmith soon got him some room, 
And, pointing him out in the gathering gloom 

A dark-looking beast moving slowly along, 

Said “ Tak yem at ’is ’eead, sir, an’ cop it 1m strong:! ” 


He fired when the object got clear of the stacks, 

And the dangerous monster fell dead in its tracks. 

The army rushed up with—‘“ We've finished ’im now! ” 
And he gazed on the corpse of—Azs favourite sow ! 


The hearts they were full, and the tears they were big, 
That watered the grave of that prize-winning pig. 
And the sportsman was heard to most solemnly swear 
Never more in his life to go shooting a bear. 
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(Reprinted by kind permission of the Editor of the “ Pall Mali Magazine.” ) 
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s a swell come down from the ‘ Hay-fork’ Pack 
swaggering, dandy chap, 


The first who heard of the snob was Jack :— 
Who turns up his nose at a gate or gap!” 
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(The High-Flyers’ Hunt had their nickname got, 
When a man and a Hay-fork stopped the lot. 

But in most of their runs ’twas a household word— 
The fox was second, the hounds were third !) 
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The stranger appeared in a faultless kit, 

On athoro’bred bay looking much too fit! 

Not one of us had in his mind to shirk, 

But we couldn’t deny that he looked like work. 


When we got to the willow-beds each man Jack 
Was ready to ride to the deuce and back, 
To hear the ‘swell,’ with his nasal drawl, 
Trying to make us “ extra small.” 
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But Reynard’s away with a half mile start ! The thruster’s jumped on the “ werry best ’ound,” 
They'll leave us here if we don’t look smart. And takes not the trouble of glancing round! 
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Ye Gods! Whata fox! What a punishing pace! 
It’s less like a hunt than a steeplechase. 

The welters come to a standstill! Well, 

It’s no good swearing, the weight z2// tell! 


There’s bellows to mend on every hill. 
Alas! How many will see the kill? 
Here’s old Sam Duff with a big black eye, 
While his nag hangs over a gate to dry! 
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The hounds are followed by half a score, 
While the swell has a lead of a field or more, 
Which he keeps, in spite of a rattling fall, 
That spoils the look of a fine stone wall. 


But pounding along on a game grey horse 
Is the only fellow who “ knows the course.” 
We're crossing his farm with the scent breast-high, 


When he sees a trick which is worth a try. 
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The swell comes down at a stake-and-bound, 
The huntsman after him goes to ground— 
The farmer ’s leading by fifty yards, 

And wondrous skilfully plays his cards. 
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‘‘O, witness the fall of the Hay-Fork Hunt!” 
He jeers, as he goes at the fence in front. 
He's lost to sight on the further side, 

And the swell goes on with a pounding stride. 


Ah! woe to the snob, ’tis his “ final bow.” 
The “pace that kills” is his downfall now,— 
He clears the fence, but a length beyond 
He’s overhead in a deep black pond ! 
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They killed their fox in Sir Hogany’s land ; 
And that night we toasted the chosen band. 
And Tim wound up with a “powerful spache,” 
‘Bad cess to the bhoy from the H. F. H.!” 
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IS love she lived in the South-sou’-west, 
But he said “’Morcita, come! 
We'll sail away to the rolling North, 
And I'll take and teach you what life is worth— 


I’ll show you my loves at home.” 
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And the winds from Greenland blow ?” 


But she sighed—‘ O, what can there be that’s good 


In a land where the sun wears a dark-grey hood, 


So they steamed away to the tiny land 
Where the May and the oak-tree grow. 


The great Metropolis stopped them not, 
But into the North they swept. 
For the Yorkshire hills were his outer walls, 
And the pride of his eye were the twenty stalls 
Where his hunters all were kept. 


* * * * * * 
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She started out on a good blood mare, 

And brought her back in a foam— 
“But the country! Oh! It was cramped and barred ! 
The fields were the size of a stable-yard— 

The ‘Corral’ at her father’s home!” 
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But the summer came, with a blazing sun, aya “hoe, oe Yi We NW, i i an, al 
And the country pleased her well. ~ We oe Vas a We . 
She watched the grouse from a peat-walled butt, a Whigey 2 [ae ag Vc f Y ss 
Come up till he found that the way was shut, . ——s y L o, 
When he lowered his wing, and fell. van is 


Then further still, to a colder clime, 

With a score-foot rod and cast. 
And the strong-backed salmon she learned to play 
In the dark-blue waters of old Loch Tay,— 

And the pastime held her fast. 


Hard after followed the “famous First,” 
With the turnips soaking wet— 

Of her own free-will she tramped away, 

And followed the guns the livelong day, 
Till the hazy sun was set. 


He showed her so—and she loves the sport, 
So none of his birds are lost, 
For she marks them down with a lightning eye, 
And her instinct shows where the “runners” lie, 
As they find to their certain cost. 
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Then she saw the mighty St Leger run, with the horses streaming past, 


Till the crowd spread roaring across the course, 


Proclaiming the win of a Yorkshire horse,— 


A Middleham-trained at last ! 


And so they came to the Hunting-time, 
The chilly November day. 
When the spare-leafed covert was left behind 
In the first grand rush of a noisy find— 
Well !—She didn’t know what to say. 


The Fates were good to their young recruit, 
For they cooked a splendid burst. 

And he looked across with a Master's pride— 

‘“Begad! She’s showing ’em how to ride! 

She’s going an easy first!” 
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As home they ride through the misty lanes, 
And the brush at her headstall swings— 
“ By the fox’s blood on my cheek,” says she, 
“Old England now is the land for me, 
I’m wed to your ‘Sport of Kings’!” 


"s 
S VERY different nation chooses a different way— | 
~ And often its roughest labour isn’t as rough as play. 


Look at the States at football, follow the Mountaineer, 


And some of the “‘ sports and pastimes” patronised over here. 


Back in the inmost Andes, villages, here and there, 
Follow their ancient custom every Saint’s-day fair. 
Leaving to mighty cities finery, pomp, and pride, 
Holding a harméess bull-fight up on the mountain side. 


& Rs (83 
For the Aficionado has not a grasping mind, / fi RA at : 
Only enjoyment seeking, after the way of his kind. Te hs rs / C A 
Putting up ropes and boardings, all with the utmost care, eh de Va) 4 “s 
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mi 
‘Plaza de Toros” rises out of the public square. Ni I 


Now with the three-days /es¢a started in full career, 

“ Vamos” ! The Bull-fight forward! Now let the bull appear! 
Out with the sturdy ponies, on with the valiant men! 

Courage is sold in bottles,—cut, then, and come again ! 


Shout upon shout resounding, challenge the youthful bull,— 

Some of them number, who shall say how many glasses full ? 

Over they go like ninepins, divil a mischief done, 

Always the wooden-ball-tipped horns 
keeping them on the run. 


(ex 
Here is a lively trio, showing the fun of the feast,— es WX é 


The bull is after the pony, the man is after the beast.— \ SS 
Then for the foot detachment, thirty good men or more, rt 
e floor ! 


: 
ae \ a 
Each one spends, as his turn comes, most of his time on th Rae 


Then with his broad face beaming (Ascalon, stop thine ears }), | 
Forward the Padre rushes, followed by hearty cheers ! 

Hitching his cassock round him, like the Blue-Coats at play, 
Waving a blanket gaily, ‘‘ Zzzs is the proper way!” 
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Thus, at the back of the Andes, they follow the Sport of Spain. 


Crowds of his friends surround him :—‘“ Back to the drinking feast 
Up shoulder high they bear him, cheering with might and main.— 


Two or three dextrous passes startle the panting beast— 


ACK JOCELYN was a subaltern of sporting reputation, 
But to win the “‘ Cocktail” Steeplechase no longer did he seek, 
For the reason that his heart was in a state of conflagration, 
And Cupid beat the Steeplechase in one short week. 


In vain his brother officers were at him night and morning 

(To ride their representative, his questionable luck !) 

He wouldn't get his weight off, and he wouldn’t take the warning, 
That very soon he’d get as fat as old Friar Tuck! 


But though he took no exercise, poor Jacky went on wasting, 
For the object of his passion was departing very soon. 

But just before the flitting, to a ball-room he was hasting, 

So he prayed for luck, and bowed before the thin white moon. 


He sat out with her the Lancers, but alas! his courage failed him, 
So he asked her, in a tremolo, for just another dance. 
His luck was in, he got it,—then some jovial spirits hailed him, 


And got him fit and ready for his last, last, chance! oe: 


But after twelve was Sunday! And poor Jack had just got started : 
“Dear Phyllis,—may I call you ” when the first chime struck. 
«|, . Papa is so particular! Come on!” and off she darted— 

“ Good-bye!” and all that Jack could say was—“ Just—my—luck !” 


ee 


“ We hast thou loved, me didst thou wed— 


“Tam the past””,—WHUHYTE-MELVILLE. 


IGHT of the best, who are drifting to the setting sun— 
“ Three score and ten!” Like a flash the seasons fly! 
— Pass round the port, here's another glass to Sport! 
_ A bumper to the Memory of the Days Gone By.* 
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Where are the men and the women that we loved? Alas! 
Eight of us here? There were twelve a while ago... . 
Strange things are cast in the fallow of the past— 

Let us turn the ridges over with a gently-wielded hoe. 


We can look on, and without a tinge of jealousy, 

Watching all the “ Up to date” come out and have their try. 
Swop, buy or sell, they can do it fairly well, 

But not the way we did it in the Days Gone By. 


Times that we’ve seen! (And we've always been together, too) 

Men that we've known! What a nailing lot they were! 

Jack! Here’s your hounds, and the stirring sights and sounds! | 
The rustling, echoing woodland, and the biting morning air! 1/ 


Dick, man, you recollect those breakfasts at the Priory? 

Gad, those were mornings! And that nailing pigeon-pie! 
Poor old M‘Nish, he could always scrape the dish! .. . 

We knew something of Hunt-breakfasts in the Days Gone By. 


You know the Christmas Eve, in fifty-two I think it was— 
Found down at Brent’s, and finished thirty miles away— 
Slept in a shed with a harrow for a bed— 

Gad! I’d not ha’ missed it for a year of captain’s pay. 


Yes, I remember, and the day we got away with them 
All by ourselves, and we killed him, Dick and I! 

Then when we got back, with your mud-bedraggled pack !— 
Well—you cou/d let off a broadside in the Days Gone By! 


How many years since we had the little shooting-box ? 

Six of us there were—(Ay, and two have crossed the burn). 
Jack’s pointer-pup, when he stopped us getting up! 

Going for the tender toes of each of us in turn! 


Grand sport it was, with those perfect dogs in front of you, 
Working on, and keen as us to see the feathers fly. 

Hoots! What’sadrive? Walking kept a man alive— 
Ay, we understood it better in the Days Gone By. 


Grand! said the Scot, but I always loved the fishing best— 
The waters talk and teach ye in the rivers o’ the North. 
Give me the creel, and a gay and noisy reel— 


If ye'd done as much as I have, ye would know what life is worth. 


Mind ye the day when I verra nearly drowned maself ? 

. Full twenty minutes from the time he took the fly! 
Dan pulled me out, with my thumping salmon-trout, 
And I stuffed him for a relic o’ the Days Gone By. 
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Then said a man with a weather-beaten countenance,— 

‘Most of you remember how I fought the ‘Durham Chick’ !” 
Aintree was gay on that famous April day, 

The time “the Lamb” and ‘‘Tommy” showed us how to do the trick. 
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Chick and his gang started hustling us about a bit, 
So, when he comes to me, I dots him in the eye— 
. . . Well, he compounds after twenty-seven rounds— 
We could take a bit of punching in the Days Gone By. 


Talk of the Derby! The little bit that’s left of it 

Serves as a reminder of the ones we used to know. 

With “the Hill” or.with “the Stand,” twas a power in the land, 
When whining Anti-Omnia leagues had not begun to grow. 


Eight of the Best! (And the sun has still a bit to go), 

Up with the Toast! Let the rafters join the cry ! 

“Tak a cup o’ kindness yet” to the times we can’t forget— 
To the Sport we shared together in the Days Gone By! 


VE you never ’eard tell o’ poor Charlie, 

The smartest fust whip in the wide? 

I'll wager no man’s ’ad such nerve an’ such ’an’s 
Since fust they built ’osses to ride. 


Lor’ bless me, I thought you’d ’a know’d ‘im? 

"E come from some place in the South— 

An’ it’s close on six year since ’e landed down ’ere, | 
With ’is ole bit o’ straw in ’is mouth. 


“ The bump of Fox-un-ta-tiveness werry strongly deweloped.” 
JORROCKS. 


My ‘at! but ’is kit was a caution ! 

The rottenest ever I seed. 

But the Boss ’ad ’im tried, an’ ’e showed ’e could ride, 
So they gave ’im some ’osses to feed. 


But ’e aimed for one better, did Charlie. 
"E aimed, an’ ’e strook it, an’ all. 
For one Friday young Tate come ’ome on a gate 


With ‘is leg broke in two by a fall. 


So they took on old Charlie as ‘‘second” ; 
’E did look a spark in ‘is pink! 


Fifteen two was ’is ‘ight, an’ ’e rode very light—- 


Ten six with ’is saddle, I think. 


The first day ’e struck it unlucky, 

The meet was at Puffin’ton Lane— 

"E got pepper an’ salt, though it wasn’t ’is fault, 
‘Cos two puppies was killed by a train. 
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But ’e swallered it down like a good ’un, 

(You bet it was bad to digest), 

An’ went back to ’is place with a grin on ’is face, 
Though I saw ’e’d a pain in ’is chest. 


Of course they took to ’im tremendous— 

The lad was so ’andy an’ smart. 

’E couldn’t go wrong, with ’is voice or ’is thong, 
And ’is heye was as quick as a dart. 


Then arter a bit, I must tell yer, 

Old Charlie got raised to “fust whip,” 

An’ ’e jogged on in front when the ’ounds went to unt, 
With ‘is crop beatin’ time on ’is ’ip. 
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That summer—’ow well I remember— 
’E fussed like a bloomin’ old ’en ; 

'E ’ardly would go to a fair or a show— 
’E was mad to start cubbin’ agen ! 
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’Ow little ’e knew what ’is fate was! 

A gipsy once told by ’is ‘and, 

But “’e cared a fat lot for such ’umbuggin’ rot—- 
’E ’adn’t ’arf run through ’is sand!” 


That there was a frightful ’ard winter, For the last time ’e put on ’is scarlet, 
An’ close on two months we was fast. And ‘ollered ’is last fox away, 


An’ then come the day for poor Charlie to pay An’ a lingerin’ look at that woodland ’e took 
The debt we all ’ave to at last. 
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As ’e left on that punishin’ day. 


We'd gone about forty-five minutes, 

An’ welcomed the check, I could see; 

When, gallopin’ round, with ‘is eye on the ground, 

Old Gosforth shouts—“ put ’em to me.” 


Our field, an’ the one where the ’ounds was, 
Was split by a whackin’ stiff rail. 

By the ’ardest of fate there wasn’t no gate, 
So Charlie must ’ave it, or fail. 
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‘Is mare, she was just about finished, 

So she rose at the railin’s like lead— 

‘Er knee caught it fair, an’ she turned in the air, 
An’ poor Charlie come down on ’is ’ead. 


I was ’oldin’ ’im up in a second, 

When ’e says, with a smile in ’is eyes,— 
‘““Who-woop! it’s a kill in the open!” 
With that ’e rolls over, an’ dies. 


cc Well——, I’ve bin in a vast o’ crack countries, 
| Av I’ve ’unted with rattlin’ good men, 

But if I see sich another as ’e 

It'll be when I meet ’im agen. 
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«ES, I'll ave the same as you, a pint of good old English beer.— 
* Thank me stars we're back in England once again! 

I could never catch the reason why the Riviera season, 

Should be worth that hawful journey in the train. 


You would think a man was ’appy with a new an’ ’andsome wife, 
And as good a lot of ’orses as could be.— 

And the Boss, ’e took the needle, ’avin’ ’unted with the Bedale, 
When she rags ’im to be orf acrost the sea. 


But my Lady, bless yer blinkers, wouldn’t ’ark to ’arf a word, 
When ’e talked about the ’andy Monday meets. 

So ’e settled we should go where there never ain’t no snow, 
And there’s horanges a-growin’ in the streets. 


An’ I travelled there, so ’elp me, in a Parry-Lyons box! 

Well! I never see such railroads in my life! 

With the bangin’ an’ the thumpin’, till the brake would set us jumpin’,— 
You can fancy ’ow I loved the Boss’s wife! 


But we got to Nice all livin’, an’ we found the Roo de France, 

After findin’ every other street there was. 

An’ young Ned, ’e told some gals, askin’ ‘‘’oose was those chevals ?” 
wake They was ’is, an’ ’e was stoppin’ at the Cos. | 


HW Y When I saw them bloomin’ stables, well, I wished I ’adn’t comed. 
‘Al 


7? _ There was nothin’ made for anythink at all! 
~) | An’ it took us weeks an’ weeks to get shut o’ the “ anteeks,” 
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Even then it weren’t no sort o Marble All. 


But the Nicois! They ave’orsemen! Born for grooms they are! Oh! ’elp! 
But it brought my ’airs with sorrer to the grave | 

Though I tried to learn ’em ‘ow, they was dafter nor acow— 

Every day I ’ad an ’orse’s life to save. 


fre 
Fag eat eth 


We was trottin’ on that gravel out beyond the Magnan bridge, 
Every mornin’ by the time the sun was rose ; 

When one day I sees a lad lookin’ like ’e’d bin took bad, 

So I shoves it on, an’ up to ’im I goes. 
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'E ’ad got ’isself right forrard round the wretched ’orse’s neck, 
And was ’angin’ by the throatlash, 42/ yer please! 
Oh! ’ow many times I’ve swore at some bloomin’ Johnny Raw, 
‘Oo was Assheton-Smith ’isself to one o’ these. 
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Then the Steeplechases come, and so the job improved a bit. 
We'd a couple from Chantilly of our own. 

So I took ’em both in ’and, an’ my ’at, I got em grand— 
Real Yorkshire bred, they are, and lots o’ bone. 
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Well, the weather turned up rotten, which was just as well for us— 
Both of ours was built to gallop through a swamp. 


Ginger Shaw and old S¢ Mado pulled the Prix de Monte Carlo, 
So you bet, we ’ad a tidy little romp! 


But another day I'll tell yer all about the famous race 
ss“ \ | | ___ And what we did,—but now I ’aven’t time. 
‘wb 2h. |? * oe 
| a] But to see some Christian men, and to talk the same agen, 
| By ~ When you've very near forgotten ’ow,—it’s prime |! 
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But the Carnaval’s the caution! Till that Sunday afternoon 


I'd ’ave swore there weren’t such loonies on the earth! 
I jus’ went to ’ave a look, an’ I wasn’t special strook— 
You'd ’a thought they all was barmy from their birth. 
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Me an’ Ned was standin’ quiet by the end of the Arcades, 


Close by where the ’Erald telegrams is stuck, 
When a whoopin’ crazy band, with tin shovels in their ’and 


Comes an’ shoots us with Confetty, ‘just for luck!” 


But they got the wrong compartment, which I thought I'd let ‘em know, 
So I swung me left, and clubbed ’em on the jaw. 

An’ I left ’em there, three-deep, an’ the first was fast asleep !— 

So I didn’t get their ‘‘ port-reins ° any more. 


Any’ow, the place is rippin’, an’ I shan’t forget them mornin’s, 
With the sun a-risin’ sudden from the sea. 

Comin’ back it was a sight, road an’ ’ouses blindin’ white— 
Oh! I tell yer straight it left a mark on me. 


: . 

a : ; 

iy | : 
Ba Seorcstrs (qi 


ee cs, 
_ a a } i 

wh ik 
Py 


‘ 
. ‘ 


Nv iN my fe N ll 


\ WNW AN AN e 
ciate lon 


SS ss 
SS . 
~S SS 
~ ~ 
~*~ 
.\N ss 
SS 
X\ 


| 


qt ue \\ 
ix | ) 


When the lads was gettin’ andy, then o’ course we got our route. 
But I thanked me stars the “ heevaire” there was done. 

An’ were landed fit an’ well, though I sometimes miss the smell 
Of the orange-peel spread grillin’ in the sun. 


—— |. 


§ i) IGHT! Sixty-four,* but be ‘ll scale a bit above it, 

4 AS i I'll bet a dollar, when you're weighin’ in agen ! 

% d/ toss ’im up.—Ere’s a swimmin’-bath! Lor’ love it! 
This ain’t the sorter thing to soot the Hupper-Ten ! 


* Kilogrammes. 
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‘Rot the parade—get away an’ take your ’urdle,— 
"E-l not upset isself, ‘is feet’s as big as mine ! 
Come right away, till their bloods is on the curdle, 
An’ if that feller bothers yer, upset ‘im, ’e’s a swine. 


‘Off! Now they’re off! Well, I’m glad there’s only six of ’em. 
See now! ’e isn’t doin’ proper with ’is ’orse.— 
Ah! there ’e comes! Now you'll see ’im makin’ bricks of ’em— 
Crumbs! ’ow it’s comin’ down! I cannot see the course. 


« Ay! there they are! all a-skatin’ an’ a-slidin’,— 
’Ere comes the little ’orse, an’ pullin’ like a dorg.— 
Two down an’ out o’ sight, an’ all them beggars ridin’. 
Mud? Fetlock-deep in it, like lumpin’ through a bog! 
* * 


* * * 


‘Ere, come along,—well, you’ve done the journey ’andsome. 
I seed yer jumpin’ ’em, an’ plungin’ through the muck ! 
Oz'd not ’a done it, not fer Queen Victoria’s ransom | 
Whew! Arter all, the rain’s a thumpin’ bit o’ luck! ” 
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TO FINISH THE SEASON 
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@ F omise tue Sgason 


Put yer boots an’ things away, for you've ’ad yer final day, 
So you needn’t go on cluckin’ like a Brawmanpootrum ’en. 
Why, it’s nothin’ but a grind, when the jumps is all so blind— 
Sit ye down an’ read yer paper till the winter comes agen! 
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